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Orpheus and Eurydice ; 
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Fun A R UU M E 


RPHEUS, the ſon of Apollo and the muſe Calliope, a celebrated poet and muſician of 

Thrace, was ſo great a ma er in his art, that rivers would top their courſe, ſtorms and tem- 
peſts ceaſe, the moſt ſavage animals become tame, and trees and rocks be moy'd, influenc'd by the 
power of his harmony. Rhodope, a queen of 'Thrace, enrag'd at the refuſal of her offer'd love, by 
ber magic art rais'd.a ſerpent, which itung his bride Eurydice in the heel, of which ſhe immediately 
died, 

Orpheus, deeply affected with the loſs of her, went down into Hell after her; where his muſick ſs 
prevail'd over Pluto, that he conſented to reſtore her; but under this reſtriction, that in conducting her 
back, he ſhou'd not look upon her, till they arriv'd at the regions of light. To this he ſubmitted; 
but mov'd by the ardeney of his paſſion, and the fear of her being loſt in following him through the 
dreary mazes of that dark region, he look'd back, juſt as they were got to the very confines of Hells 
The Fiends carry'd' her back, and the gates were ſhut againſt him. 

This ſecond loſs of her he ſo regretted, that for her ſake he reſolv'd never more to entertain affec- 
tion for a woman. This reſolution he not only kept himſelf, but perſuaded his companions to fol- 
low his example; which ſo enrag'd the Thracian dames, that in their furious tranſports, when cele- 
brating the feitival of Bacchus, on the banks of the river Heber, they tore him to pieces, and ſcatter'd 
his limbs about the neighbouring fields. Rhodope thus robb'd of all poſſibility of ever enjoying him, 
in rage, and madneſs for his loſs, ſtabb'd herſeif, He was afterwards turn'd into a ſwan, and his lyre 
plac d among the ſtars. A 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A 


Men. Women. 
Oernzus, Son of Apollo and Calliope. [Evxyprce, Wife to Orpheus. 
Pluto, God of Hell, ' {Rnopoys, Queen of Thrace, practiſing 
ASCALAX, Attendant on Pluto. Art Magic. | 
Three Furies. ; Firſt Nymen. 
Fitnps attending Pluto. Second Nx urn. 


Nymyns attending Eurydice. BacenA rs. 


r ˙² -ůmhm m?, K 


EH TEARKLUDE L 
SCENE, an Apartment. 
[After the Overture, the curtein riſes to ſlow . 
muſick, and diſcovers Rhodope in a reclimd| Find powers, efſwwage this killing ſmart 3 


Ah! what are ſceptres, when they prove 

Too weak to gain the man I love? 

Yet all I'll try——Vain pride, adieu! 
& 3-8 


ffrure. Sher iſes, and comes ferwar d. Or give me death to eaſe my beart. 
Ruopbor r alone. [Exit Rhodope 
FAIN are theſe ſounds, this ſeat of reft ! SCENE, a rocky mountainous Place. 
Still, tin 1 burn Love fires my kreaft, Enter Orpheus with bis fyre. | 
C Orpheus - Ha! Lam I 2 queen? Oręb. Amidit theſe untrequented rocks I rove. 


e no! love rules my heart unſeen. From Rhodope, the queen's unhappy loves 
A 


of * ORPHEUS ax 


® Vet theſe dreary waſtes among 
I tune my ever-conſtant ſong 
To my Eurydioe. 
Zurydice 
Where do? thou loiter, charming maid ? 
Fly, ye moments, ſwifter move, 
Bring me. pleaſure, bring me love; 
Tilt my charmer cheers my ſight, 
Fancy feels the gloom of night. 
Bring, &c. 


Enter Rhodope. 


bo. See, Orpheus, ſce---O hapleſs fate 
This poſture ill becomes my ſtate. 
But, oh, I love! Leave, leave theſe plains, 
The rude abode of ruder ſwains. 
Indulge the queen her plaintive moan, 
Return her love, and ſhare her throne. 
Orph. Thrones cannot tempt the ſoul 
Whom ſolitude and vernal joys delight; 
In ſoothing quiet, rural eaſe, 
Orpheus ſtrives to live in peace. 
Rho. This ſoothing quiet, rural eaſe, 
know too well for whom they pleaſe 
*Tis here Eurydice retires, 
To meet thy love with mutual fires: 
*Tis for Eurydice alone 
You ſcorn my love, you ſcorn my throne. 
Orph. Alas! no more. 
Rho, Ha! am I ſcorn'd ! 
Think better, Opheus, and be wiſe : 
Delights and purple greatreſs woo thee, 
5. Tempt me no more to leave the plain: 
Thy love, thy promis'd thrones, are vain. | Exit. 
Ra. Alas, he's gone! 
And pity dwells not in his ſavage breaſt. 
But whither goes he? O my neart ! 
"Tis to Eurydice he-goes. 
But if the powers of hell can my reſentment aid, 
He ſhall in death alone poſſeſs her, 


A | I = 
Avenging furies riſe; 
Haſte from the nether ſkies, 
Aid an injur d læver's rage. 
" Sting my rival's ſcul with arguiſb, 
Till, like me, ſhe raue and !aviguiſh : 
Torture her, my pain: "og Fuge 
[A ſerpent appears, who receives Rbodope's 
commands, and, thoſe ended, glides off the 
ſtage. [Exit Rhodope. 


SCENE, 4 Grove, terminated,wvith a Water-fall. 
Enter Orpheus with bis tyre. 


@rph. The grove is mute, the feather'd choir 
Suſpend their wonted ſong, 
Till the arrives, whoſe beauties cheer 
And brighten up the morn. 
And ſec, the lovely maid appears. 


Enter Eurydice, attended by Nympbs.. 


Eur. My Orpheus ! 

Orph. My Eurydice. [They embrace. 
Eur. Ye powers | What verdant ſcenes ate here 
O-pb. All nature ſprings when you appear. 


| AIX. 
Eur. Nhat joys the berpy pair avait 
In Hymes' s roſy fetters bound : 
pen in the ſeft connubial ftate, 
The lever vn the buſband's found ! 


» EURYDICE. 


Orph. 'Tis female ſrveetneſs gives ut 
Tbra' ev'ry — ; of 92 
And marriage raptures newer cloy, 
Induipent from @ virtuous wits 
F 


Tes ever renewing embracet, 
A circle of * e we prove : 
No time thoſe endearments effaces, 1 
Which are founded #n Virtus and lese. 
[They fit on a bank, while the Nymphs dance; 
which ended, they come forward. 


Orb. No more. Now let us part, my fair, 
Each to our rural care. 
May bleſſings ſtill thy Reps ſhy ! 
Eur. Orpheus, my faithful fwain, adieu! 
Exit Orpheus. 
Your ſports purſue, while, fleet as air, 
[1s tbe Nympli, 


me raſh, 
um'd wit! 
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Plut. \ 


[ fly, my grotto to prepare. 

Hither, again, ſtou'd Crpheng ſpeed, 

O call me from the neighb'ring mea 1. [Zxit, 
[7 be Nymphs continue dancing, 


Orpheus returns. 


Orph. Where i is my ſweet Euryd'ce ? 
Nym. Her grotto the prepares for thee, 
And thy return impatient waits. 


A Nymph enters affrighted. 
Nym. O fight of woe! 
Crph, What pale aftright fits on * cheek 
Way burſt thoſe tears? 
'Tis for Eurydice, I fear. 
Nym. She dies ! ſhe dies! 
Orb. What do TI hear ? Avert it, gods 
Nym. From out the mountain's buthy fides 
A ſerpent, wit indented glides, 
Came fort! and pierc'd her tender heel. 
But lee, ſhe comes, a look to ſteal, 
A liga from Orpheus, e er ſhe die. 
Crpb. Oh! let me meet her fainting eye. 
Eurydice is led in by two Nymphs, the ref 
grieve ower her. 
Orb. O cruel gods! O fate unjuſt ! 
Eur. Waſte not a failing tear on me; 
O think, we part, my faithful ſwain, 
To meet in happier climes again. 
O Orpheus lo, I die, I die! 
But, ah! no pains in death ] find 
Like thoſe of leaving you behind! 
Orpb. Alas! thy blooming colour fades! 
Thy eye grows dim !---Evurydice ! 
Eur. No more. 
I die within thy arms---Now all is ober- 
Orpb. The mufick of her tongue is fled; 
[Cold death has feiz'd on all her charms: 
Orpheus ſhall ſnatch her from his arms! 
No---rage is vain----1t will not be. 
O loſt Eurydice ! 
[Eurydice is borne of by the Mp bi, Orpheus 
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Emer Pluto, and Attendants» 


Plut. What daring mortal, who yet draws 
The breath of upper, vital air, 
Preſumes to treſpaſs on our realms ? 
Am I the leaf of all the gods, 
That I'm fo little fear'd ? 
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mes to izvade my throne ! 
jall th* avenging powers of bell 


blunt unite their potent bands; 


yr empire is at Rake, 


" Yo 2 * 
Cive the alarm, 


Let * Arm, 
And this inſolent mertal repel : | 
Give the alarm, &c. 
Neught ſhou'd ſave 
The bold fla ve 


. r. 


Give the alarm, &c. 


[ Soft muſick at @ diſtance. 


Plut, What diſtant ſounds fteal thro' the night 
[ Muſick louder. 
fothing ſoftneſs ! vaſt delight! 
bit 'tis not now a time 
lo waſte in ſoft deluding ſounds, 
Ven ſtern rebellion's at our gates. 
ſterefore to arms to arms 


dor. 


[ An alarm. 


Enter a Shade. 


ſhade. Pardon, great king, that I appear 
de very fiends their taſks forbear ; 
ſhe vulture now Prometheus leaves, 
Xor Siſyphus his burden heaves ; 
hon ſmiles upon his wheel, 
nd all thy realms the powerful influence feel. 


Plat. 1 feel it too. Ha! whence that throng ! : 
0 


ade, See, Orpheus comes, from Phœbus ſprung, 

Aud heir to his all-petent-ſong : 

111ppy ſhades his ſounds adore, 

in! dream of bliſs unknown before. 

Put. Fiends, this preſumptuous wretch oppoſe. 

[Orpheus enters, as the Pects deſcribe bim, 
with a lyre, and a crown 22 

0p. Monarch of night, whoſe awful ſway . 
ele incorporeal ſhapes obey, 

dlenting hear. 
no preſumptuous motives led, 
en thy dreary confines tre ad: 
| mourn a wife; a virgin wife, whoſe charms 
der yet had bleſs'd theſe longing arms: 
rigid death's remorſeleſs doom 
M's ſnatch'd away, in beauty's bloom. 
el thoſe charms thy queen inſpir'd, 

den in ſweet Enna's plains retir'd, 

Wend a lover's prayer. : 

Plat, Theſe Rrains unheeded power diſpenſe, 
ue rich perfumes, they charm the ſenſe ! 

eb. Among thy ſhades there roves this fair, 
ied, form of flecting air. 


1 
Ob! te my arms reſtore Eurydice ! 


Or, never, never more 
Ser Orpheus free ; 
But let bim reve, 
A form of air, 
75 bewers of lee, 
To feek the fair. 


# 


2 


t. O wond'rous power of ſound, to mov 
"+ 1d its King, to thoughts of love 


* CV to N arms reſtare Eurydice! 
Fit. 1 


has haſt prevail'd, 


ORPHEUS and EURYDICE. 


FL raſh, advent*'rous ſon of Jove, 
umd with the thunder of his fire, 


Who thus raſply dares wislate bell. 


Fly, Aſcalax, to blif:fal bowers repfr ; 

Reverſe her doom, and bring the willing fair. 
Again Eurydice is thine. [ Exit Aſcalas. 
Orpb. Thus let me grateful fall, ad thank thy 


power. 

Plat. Ariſe, Let torment be no more, 
Let anguiſh ceaſe, let hell be gay; 
Orpheus has bleſt the coming day. 


&-':F 


Thy tuneful fire 
Informs the lyre, 
And each melodious ſound is leu. 
Theſe melting ftrains 
Can charm beli's pains, 
And rigerous fate itſelf remove. 
[ Zxit Plata, 


Plut. 


A Dance of Furies. 


[Aſcalax enteri with Eurydice veil'd. Orpheus 
and Eurydice running te embrace, Aſcala 
inter peſes. 

Orpb. My life! 

Eur. My love! 

Aſc. Lovers, forbear. 
Hell's drexd commands with patience hear. 
Pluto thy beauteous ſhade reſtores, 
To follow thee to happier ſhores. 


It, ere you paſs the utmoſt bound 


Of hell's extended ſhade; thou turn thy eyes 

To ſteal one look, again ſhe dies, 

Again, from thy embraces, flies, 
Orph. O hard decree! ; 
Aſc. To jealous Rhodope you ow'd 

Her firſt diſafter. Now beware 

The ſecond crime will be your own. 
Orpò. The rigid mandate I embrace. 

Follow, ſweet ſhade, and quit this horrid place. 


[ Exit Orpheus, follozged by Eurydice- 


[ Exit. 


S C EN E changes to another Part of Hell. 
Orpheus paſſes ever, followed by Eurydice. 


SCENE changet to a Part of the confixe of 
Hell. 


Orpheus appears, and coming out, flops and liſtent. 


| Orph. My love Not anſwer! Oh, my fear! 
Hell's gloomy ſhade | 
Has, ſure, her erring feet betray'd. 
Where art thou? My Eurydice, appear. 
[Orpheus turns, ſees Eurydice following him. 
Fiends appear and convey ber bark agumm. 


Orpheus ftriving te fellau ber, other fende 
opjpole, and drive bim out of bell. 


N 
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Orph. Furydice ! The image of thy charms 
Dwells here, and will for ever dwell, 
Sit: devon and plays on his lyre; and while be 


- is playing, the carren mountain changes by 
degrees into @ pleaſant bij Tecs ariſe, and 
fora lauer aver che Lead of Orpheus. 


| Enter Orpheus. 
| 
| 
: 
| 
ö 


- 


4 
Enter Rhodope. 
Rho. Orpheus, beheld, once more a queen attends, 
To ſhare thy forrew, tho' deny'd thy love. 
Orpb. Ha! Rhodope ! 
Blaſt not my eyes with thy deteſted preſence. 
In hell thy killing malice ſtands diſclos d; 
Thro' thee, and by thy curs'd command, 
The fatal wound was given to my Eurydice. 
Rho. If yet thy heart's ſuſceptible of pity, 
Forgive a crime 
Which love and only love inſpir'd. 
Orph. Fell murdreſs, never! and, for thy curs'd 
ſake, 
All thy ſex Pl! hate. 
Live, and love on; in torments live, 
And wither with deſpair. | 
*T will feat my ſoul; and pleas'd revenge 
Shall triumph in thy pains. [ Exit. 
Rhs. Miſtaken, fooliſh, idle wretch, farewel. 
Too late, alas, the dread effects thou'lt fecl, 
And rue, in death, thy inſolent diſdain, 
For ſoon the Bacchanalian train, 
hoſe rites thou di iſt prophane, 
Will &rike the blow 
T'avenge their injur'd god and me. 
What iudden cold thri:!s thre' my veins ! 
What ſhiverings ſeize me! el 
Perhaps, even now the ſtroke Is given. 
| { Shouts are heard. 
Ah! Hark — What hideous noiſe ! 
© love, prevent the doom. 
5 


| Runs out. 


ORPHEUS AN EURT DICE. 


Is torment more than hell ean give. 


| Thy mother too, and every hiter muſe, 


SCENE draws, and diſcovers Orpheum 
[Several Bacchants rejoicing in 4 trim 
manner, bearing the lyre and chapl; 
Orpheus. 


Enter Rhodope. 


Rho. Ha! Horror blaſt my eyes! The de 
done! 
The lily of the world is dead, 
And joy and hope to Rhedope are loſt ! 
Then periſh, wretch ! For now to live 


Seize me, ye furie: ! Lo, 1 come. 
Thus my own hand ſhall ſcal my doom. 
| ; { Srabs Be 


Apollo deſcends, and ſpeaks the following war 
Apel. Dear offspring of the faireſt muſe, thy 


Draws tears cœleſtial from a father's eye. 
But tears are vain: In fame eternal live; 
Exalted in the fies, thy harp ſhall ſhine, 
And blaze thy glories thro' ſucceeding times, 


Shall mourn thy fall, and conſecrate thy name 
A theme for ſongs to ages yet unborn. 
The bet revard a god can give, 
Thou .cfitpring of a god receive, 
7 by praiſe 6 er vulgar fame to ſoar x 


Th: great and goed can claim ne more 


